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loathe typing and shorthand. And this time she wants
me very badly—her own little darling girl by her side
sort of thing—you should have seen her letter. So I rang
her up—trunk call, my dear, and I'm absolutely broke—
to know all about it, and honestly it does sound rather
marvellous. Lovely shop, nice old town, lots of nice
people, and a car—you have to have a car in this antique
business. I must say—even though I know what Mother
is—I must say it sounds rather marvellous."
"It does/' Miss Matfield admitted, grudgingly.
"But wait a minute, wait a minute, Mattie, my dear.
That isn't all the excitement. Oh no. Before I rang off,
Mother gave me a message to Father about some money.
He's in town, you know. So I rang him up and then,
after I'd given him the message, I told him what Mother
had suggested. Well, you should have heard him. I
thought every minute I should hear him going up in
sheets of flame. Then he was very quiet, and I knew
he was going to be pathetic. He can do it even better
than Mother. If he really gets going, I'd agree to any-
thing—while he's there. And he said he had a plan he'd
had in his mind for months, been thinking about
nothing else, and that he'd have mentioned it before
only he thought I was so happy here at the Burpen-
field. He's going away again very soon on this Empire
rot, and he wants me to go with him as his secretary.
He's going to America—Montreal and Toronto and
those places—and then on to Australia, and I'd go every-
where with him. What do you think about that? He
said he'd been thinking about it for ages, but I believe
he'd invented the job five minutes before, just to do
Mother in the eye. And now they both want an answer
at once. Isn't it crazy?"

